Patriam Fugimus

There are only three educated, civilized peoples: the French,
the Chinese and the Persians. I am proud to be a Persian.
. . . Ah, how I long for Ispahan! Miserable me, I am far
from its pleasant minarets and fragrant gardens! Alas, it is
a dreadful fate for a Persian poet, that he must flounder in
your base, wooden German tongue, and be tortured to'
death by your equally wooden postchaises, your bad climate,
your stupid tobacco-faces, your Roman pandects, your
philosophical gibberish and your scurvy natures. O Firdausi!

0  Jami! O Saadi, how wretched is your brother! Oh, how

1 long for the roses of Shiraz!           HEINRICH HEINE, 1824

I do not wish to cultivate German acquaintances.

COUNT AUGUST VON PLATEN, 1827

Never shall I like this people, never shall I feel comfortable
in this country, with its capricious atmosphere, its cantan-
kerous heavens, its whimpering Spring and its peevish
Autumn.                                             LUDWIG BORNE, 1828

It is sad to have to deny one's fatherland.

ROBERT SCHUMANN,   1829

The light of the sun, the sound of the human voice, the
rumour of life delighted me. I was no longer shivering among
fishes; I was no longer in Germany. LUDWIG BORNE, 1830

Things cannot go worse with me here than at home, where
I have nothing but strife and want, where I cannot sleep in
security, where men poison all the sources of life.

HEINRICH  HEINE  (Paris),   1 83!
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